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BITS of POETRY
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THE HOLY NIGHT.

A lone star peeps forth from nn azure shy,—
The night wis cold and drear and dark;

I's silvery gleams gladdencd the shepherd's eye,
And hedvenward gacing, he listens. HHark!

A chorus of angels in joyous fight,
Descended from God’s throne above;

They shout hosannng in the still, still night,
And bring unto all men God’s message of love,

"Glory to God!™ the Seraph chorus crles,

And wise men listen to that heavenly refrain;
"Glory to God!"™ [ills the moonless skies,

And a heav'nly light illumines all the plain.

The wise men look and behold, the star

Moves in its effulgence towards Bethlehem's street—
“Glory to God"! how sweet the sounds from afar,

In melodious angelic strain thefr list'ning ears greet,

"Glory to God!" how wond'rously the angels sing!
And guided by the star the wise men seek where he lay;
“For Poace and Goodwill unto all men we bring!"
And the wise men listen'd on the threshhold of day.
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ENTER THE PRINCE OF PEACE.

Dry O weeping world, thy tears!
Let them cease to flow;
Ceasa thy lamentations, Jdrown thy fears,
And suffer anguished hearts no moras,

For out of all the darkness now appears
A glimmering light from ahbove.
Dry O weeping world thy tears,
And rejoice in the bhounty of thy Creator's love.

Dry O weeping world, thy tears,
And cease thy mournful songs;

And list the joyful tidings God's holy herald bears,
Of a Redeemer who shall save us from our wrongs.

Dry O weeping world thy tears,

And repent the countenance sad;
Dry O weeping world thy tears;

Let every heart and tongue be glad,

Dry O mweeping world thy tears.
And let the sufferings of thy heart decresse:
For Christ, our salvation unto us now appears,
And brines us love and life and peace.
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THE SOLDIER'S NIGHTMARE,

When night looks down In lonesome dreariness,
And all the world seems sad and drear;

Then Grim Despair, with burthensome leaviness,
Comes stroding Inlo my tent and seats himsell near,

When nizht lcoks down, and the rayless Inkiness
Spreads Hke Death's shrouwd o'er all the earth;

I see allv millon spoctres daneing ot in the durk abygs,
In ghoulish revel and fantisy and maddened mirth,

Thero stands the hreathless wenith of days forgotten now and past,
Its features gaunt ond g1l dighevelled its flowing halp:

It seems to wish 1o speak, but it toncue is still and holdened fant;
And with prayerfu] eyes it stands motfonless there,

“Whe art thou?" T shout in wretehed voice that quakes with fear,
And in frenzy 1 grasp my trusty burnished sword:

But untimid, the zhost with prayerful eyes draws nearer, near,
And affrighted 1 shriek, “Who art thou—=Satan, d'vil or lord?”

“Fair child be calm," the spectral ghost blandly replies,
And gently laid its hand upon my fevered brow,.—
Ah, there was anguish and sorrow writ in those gleaming spectral
ayes;
Even bitter anguish knit the faly phantasmal brow,

“From carnal world I come not, nor realm that bliss of love must
know;
But from the torturng abyss of Despair,

Where I am doomed to roam mid Tartarean flames that seethe and
* roar,

That render lethal dark Hades' dismal afr”

“For when fn the flesh, T sought to do no man good:
I knew not love nor courted sacrifice,

When patriots hastening besought me, a self-lover stubborn 1
stood—

All gained for self I fell short of Paradise.”

“With what gladsome heart wouldst I go, my Jduty to God and man
to do,
If T were carnal—if T were not of flesh hereft;
Fain wouldst 1 live again, Life's great precepts ot pursue,
Bince now I know that Life ig not to live and labor alone for self,

“Life was not given to spend our days our own pleasures to devise,
Whilst our fellowman dwells in want and misery;

But that life is real that abounds in deeds of love and sacrifice,
When each one struggles for his brother's lberty."

How great that life that seeks and feedg the hungry soul!

That seeks the forlorn one and bidg his sorrowing cease.
How rich that life which binds the iwounded and makes the shat-
tered whole!
That struggles towards God and His Eternal Peace!"

“Go thou—" and the spectral Torm vanished from my Intensive
Eare,
Then I awoke from out my haunting dreams;
There all gory the field lay 'neath the sun's first horning rays,
And far down the hillsidé the fosman's campfire brightly gleams.
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JESSE H, FER.GUSON

UNCLE NED'S STORY.

der raheoon an’ depr ‘possum gottah fghtin® one day,
Sez de 'possuny to de rahcoon: “Ili've whut 1 SV
Yo' sho' Jdon' I to dem farimabs ovah dar

"Twant me dat stole dem chickens, fer ‘twuz ole bruddah bar”

An® now, ob eo’se l=e anghy, caus’ ‘twant no use tep 14
An' ef yo' don' UK whut 1 sayv, jes' let yo' meattrap fly.
An' 'elar’ fup goodness gennemen, dh'll maul vo' so doggon® hard
Dat hit'll sear’ de farmal's chilckens away up yondah in de ba'nya’d.

Wihy, sur, Ise be'n tekin' yo'r sass fer nigh onta er ye'r.

But I ‘clar’ 'fo' all de peepul dat 1T wan’ gwine tek dis li._\'ear.

N* ef yo' don' lik' whut 1 say, jes let vo'r meuat-trap fly,

An' al'll smash de durned ole moufe dat don’ tole or gr'at big u.*

MIt JESSE M. PFERGUSON,

Onpr voung Poet-Author, who, under
the unselfish enconragement of Mn
J. B, Boyd and Mr, Louis K, Thomus,

gapecially, has developed a rarve liter-
ury talent. He is also one of the
four linotype operators at the great
N, BB, and is Assist, to the Edi
torlal Secretary of this Institution.

8a(d de rahcoon to de 'possum ez he Rindah got up eclog,

I yo' don' UK mah sp'akin® yo' kin jes poke out yo'r nose;
An' ' el al don' conwine' yo!, twont he no use ter try it den,
Fep de way ali'll smash yo'r nose sur, to tell 't would be er sin,

An—ves, T sey vo' gtol' dat ohicken, an' T only tol” de trufe,
Caus' 1 sead yo' wifl mah eyes or comin’ down offen de riufe;
An' yo' hed'lm in yo'r moufe—don' yo' dare "ny dat to me!

Per de doun.wuz fas' ‘proschin’, un' ‘twuz or plenty light ler see.

An' 1 gpeets "twould be all de bettaly of yo'd only shet yo'r moufe,
Caus' 1 ain't got no time fer argin long, for 1 kno' Ise tol" de trufe.
An' ef dut don® suit yo,' dere's 'ception ter de rule,

Wa kin fight it out right hyepr—whut yo' say to dat eh, fool™"

Den all at wune' de "possum jes riz rlghit up an' jumped

Right onto de ruheoon—right on his haid, kerblump.

Den dar wuz er fearce kermolion—ha'r adflyin' ebrywhar—
Purst, ah hued fom’ cosswo'ils, den ah hard some’one say Vlar

Reckily all de dust wnz settled an’ de warclomds rolled erway;

An' 1 'elar’ 1 almos' frinted, fer dar dat big fat 'possum lay.

Der rabcoon don’ got his mutton, dot wuz proven b'yon' er dow't;

Caus’ dem ruhcoons nebor argur les' dey Kno's whut dey’s argurin’
‘hout,

Yes, 1 plok'd np dat "possum; turn'd ter t'ank de rahcoon, too!
Bez I, Mistah rahcoon, yo's a genneman, caus’ yo' fotched me dis
{ine stew.
Den erway hom' I scurried, kindah felt full ob shame,
Caus’ ah plek'd up er wound'd ‘'possum; but sez I, "0 well, dad
blame!"
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REMINISCENCE,
(Dedicated to the Memory of Miss M. E. Starnes.)

"Twas a quaint and sequestered village
All clothed in Nature's solitude

By the hills, and trees that stately
On thelr rugged bosoms stood.

Upon the hillside was a churchyard—

A remote and time-honored maugoleum,
Where the nightingale sang sadly

The somnolent souls' requeim,

The church stood bhehind the cedars,
In sanctious zilence toward the sky upreared;
Within whose portals saints on the Sabbath
Worshipped the God they feared.

White against the sky, and far down the hill glope,
Mute, clothed in ivy and standing all alone
Was the lowly and thatched-roof cottage
‘Where my sweet Marle was born,

Higher up, and away to the mnorthward,

And commanding a view of the yellow road,
in humble possession my sire

Had his hewn-log abode,

Pleturesque was the village at morning,
At dawn ere the sun from his bed arose—
The gay chanticleer in clarion shrill, awoke ug
[From our night's repose,
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Soon smoke, spirndling from many u rde chimney,
Bespoke o warm breakinst fenst
Al went suiling skyward,

Fur out into the bhright blue Edst

Then down into e omerald valley
Without music or gladsome song.

Weoent forth sheep herds, kine and fowls
A happy, barnyvird throng

Went forth the workmen to the fields of harvest,
In promiscuous and jocund throng:

Laughing or singing merrily
Some famillar and soulful song.

And their voices filled the moming alp
With rhythm and sweet melodies;
And set the woods aring
Wity whispering, tuneful (rees.

Like the sweel odor of summer flowers,

Which is remembered when long their blooma ars gone,
When [ond recollection brings it back

To enlighten the heart forlorn:

So is the music to the dame of the harvester,
Asg she lstens to the echoes dying far away;
It takes her back thru the long years
To & sweeter and a youthful day

Quietly she turns herdelf within doors,

With yearning heart, 'midst half stifled sighs;
And random tears now glisten

In her bright and wistful eyes,

All glorfous was the village at evening,
As slowly sank the rutilant sun

Down Into the Western sky to rest him
Of his daily labors done.

There was nolse in the villnge &t evening—
The shouting children returned from school,
Lewling captive poor weeping Harry,
The misehief and teacher's fool.

The workmen returned from the fields of harve i
In noisesome and jocund throng;

Joking or singing merrily
Tha villazers' evening song:

“Farewell, 0O mighty hero!
Farpwell, O Evening Sun:
Farewell, Inlior's loved bridegroom,

I'll meet you at the dwwn,"

Retnrming rom over the elovered meddows,

fame the sweatdhreathed sheep, a fleecy horde

While ¢hanticieer und his htrem flock
Returned to thely boushed ahode

e hilek the vatih o dwine and horses,
AN anodnted W mluge's sweel fnconse:

They stood in putienee before the bars
OFf the oll baruyard fonce,

Then, wlian our evening's labopr wos onded,

Fde twilight's ghostly shadows fell,
Happy and alone my Marie and |

Wandered down into the franguil dell.
Then we nsconda] up, upon the hitlside,

To Avatel e gnkivg stn far awyv:

Ard e shimmerine, Hopld Harpeth

Gliding placid, on its way,

We gazed down upon its pellucid bosom,

Which gleamed sflver 'neath the vesper bree: gy
In the gloaming: and shadowed

By the palanxed, whispering trees

Ah, sweet were those days in the village,
When Marle and 1 were young;

When 1ife was sweetened by pure souls,
Chaste and unguiled tongue,

Oh, T remember how oft ghe atood walting !
By the house lot gate at eventide,

Ere the last cloud-rose of the heavens
Had bloomed and faded and died,

There she stood with her hand upon the pailingg
Upon her face a sweet cheery smile—

Standing there In God’s great open, : ! '
Mother Nature’s obedlent child. !
Behind her the trees were whispering; )

The grasses grew luxuriant beneath her feot;
And above rang the music of the wild cholr
In cadent harmonles sweet,

There was none falrer than my Marle,

She of bright eyes and raven hair— |
‘Methought so often, how kind the angels

Who left those heav'nly glories there!

By the quaint old styl I'd meet her,
Just at the evening's close,

When aglow sinks the golden sun '
Silent down to repose.

There with children’s hearts we chatted;
Our voices filled all the hreeze,

And our laughter rang shrill,
Reverberant in all the trees.
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